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The Hay Barn 


Author's Notes: 

While this is a companion piece to Here Comes The Sun, it doesn't necessarily follow the same time line as that 
story. In Here Comes The Sun, Elliot is still alive and will remain alive and well. However, the shock of his death 
earlier this year left many of David's fans with a sense of shock and grief. Hopefully this will be a little 
tribute. RIP Elliot Ellefson. 


Ill never forget that day in May. You knew it was coming but nothing could prepare you for that moment. And 
| know I'm no replacement for what you lost, but | hope that | was of some kind of help. | hope that, for just 
one day, | was able to stop being my usual goofy, man-child self, and be the husband you needed. 


We were in LA, dealing with the residue of my previous life. Everyone still wants a piece of me while you've 
managed to do what | always wanted to do and melt away. You're like a chameleon, changing from musician to 


coffee shop owner to counsellor to husband. 


Ill never forget the exact moment that your world changed forever. We were sitting in some hotel suite, 


watching a revolving door of media people come through. Each one asked the same questions. All of them 


thought they'd got the scoop on our relationship and my new life. | remember your phone ringing and how 
your face fell. You excused yourself and stepped outside. 


Seconds later, | heard the cry that | knew was coming. Nothing could ever have prepared me for the 
heartbreak and pain that ripped from your mouth. | was on my feet in a heartbeat, bringing the interview to a 
halt as | fled from the room. 


You sat in the corridor, your knees drawn to your chest and your head resting against them. Your phone was 
on the floor, cast aside as your body rocked with sobs. | knelt beside you and rested a hand on your hunched 


back. | knew that you'd talk when you were ready. 
"Gone," you finally choked without lifting your head. "Fuckin cancer finally fuckin’ got him." 


You picked up the only thing you had in that moment and hurled it across the corridor. Your anger and 
frustration was embodied in that phone as it shattered against the wall, a sign to the fragility of life. 


Elliot, your beloved brother, was dead at just fifty one years old. You'd grown up together and he'd watched as 
you'd flown the nest. When you'd returned, nearly thirty years later, he'd welcomed you back with open arms. 
And given me something to do to keep me out of trouble. Man, if he hadn't been there in those early days, I'd 
have driven your poor mother to distraction. Heck, she'd have probably put me back on the plane in under a 
day. But Elliot. He helped me settle in and gave me a new purpose in life. Through him, | fell in love with the 
new world | was in. | again discovered joy and happiness in the simple things in life. Getting up at 3am to go and 
collect eggs made me feel whole. Ploughing the fields and clearing the snow gave me purpose. And, with you by 


my side, | felt like | could do anything. | felt like | could conquer the world again. 


We flew home that afternoon. In the hours leading up to the flight | watched you go through anger, disbelief, 
and grief. On the plane, you were silent. You didn't even look at me. Instead you stared out of the window and | 


imagined that you were looking for Elliot. Watching for his soul escaping our earthly plane. 


With your mother, we made preparations for the funeral. I'll never forget you sitting in that funeral home, 
your hands clasped in your lap as you spoke of your father's death. Yet again, you were across the country 
and unable to be there as the final minutes counted down. Again, you felt guilty for not having said your 
goodbyes. 


| tried to remain strong for you and | hope that | did a good job. Yet, when you weren't around, | admit that | 
cried. | mourned with you, and for you. | mourned for a beautiful and loving family that had been torn apart 


from so early on 


Despite the pain and the heartbreak, you were a rock for your mother. You held her close as she buried one 

of her babies, something she never thought she'd do. Slowly everyone melted away, leaving just the three of 

us. Now started the hard process of healing and piecing back together shattered lives. We stayed at the farm 
that night, sleeping in the bed your mother had so carefully built for us. 


And now, after several months, we're back. Summer's come and gone. So has Fall, and Halloween, and 
Thanksgiving, and pumpkin pie. Outside, snow is falling and a fire roars in the hearth. Your Mom's cooking up a 
storm and the smells of cinnamon and vanilla float from the kitchen. Everything feels perfect, just like a family 


Christmas should. 


You stand beside the Christmas tree, adding the last few decorations to the boughs. From a small box, you 
take one that reads Merry Christmas, David and Dave! With a small smile, you hang it on the tree before 
adding another. It has the same greeting except that, instead of our names, it has your father's and brother's. 
Your smile becomes wistful and you wander over to me. As always, I've just sat and let you get on with the 


work, preferring to watch you instead. What can | say? | love watching you. 


You drop into my lap and wind your arms around my neck Your normally sparkling eyes are a little darker and 


tinged with flecks of green. 

"| miss them," you murmur. 

| wind my arms around your waist and pull you close. "I know." 

"Gonna be tough this year." 

"| know." 

| rest my head against your chest. | can feel my throat tightening. All | want to do is make your pain go away. 
| want to see the sparkle in your eyes again. It's been there over the months. But now, at the happiest time of 
the year, it's absent. | want to see the wonder and love again. | want to see how excited you get at Christmas. 
"Dave?" 

"Errmm.." 

| hear something jangling and | look up to see you holding a bunch of keys. You give me a small smile. 

"Elliot gave you these," you say. "You don't use them very often If | remember rightly, there's one here for 
the hay barn." Your smile widens and, suddenly, that mischievous sparkle is back. "Why don't we go make use 
of it? Mom's not going to come out there. And there's no one to disturb us now." 

"DAVID!" | exclaim. "It's like four below out there." 

"Don't care. It's Christmas Eve and, well, you're kinda hot." You shuffle a little closer, spooning yourself against 
me in that way you do whenever you're horny. "I know you'll keep me warm." You whisper a kiss against my 


lips. "And when we come back in, you can warm me up again. | know you'll keep me warm all night long. Why do 


you think Elliot gave you the key?" 


"Because he thought | might be of some use?" 


"No," you purr before giving me another kiss. "He wanted us to have somewhere to hide away from Mom." 


You slide from my lap and take my hand, the coy smile still in place. "Some on, hot stuff. Come and rock my 


world." 


And who am | to turn you down? Thank you, Elliot, for giving us somewhere to hide! 


